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r_ Better When Old _-]

Oaly pure vegetable oils are used in
it, and they are treated with antiseptics.
Thcy are sO pure--so preservcd—-that
the older the soap the better.

Jap Rose
Soap

Pay us tem times the price and we
can make nothing better - nor can
anyomec. So pure that you can read

thsough it, and ome-sixth is glycerin.

JaMRS S. KIRK & COMPANY, CHICAGO

White Ressian

l_lrySupWrwlwmr
vainsble premiums. Write for Ikt.

can successfully hold your perishables.

THE MOESER ICE AND COLD STORAGE CO.

2ad and Polk Streets, Topeka, Kansas.
Manufacturers and Wholesalers of JCE.

WriTE FoR PRICES.
We have the largest Cold Sterage Warehouse in Kansas.
Liberal advances.

We
YWrite

or call on us for rates and particulars.

Say “TIN TAG”

to your grocer and you will get the largest
and best loaf of bread in the city.

Insist on getting your tags — save 100 — bring
them to the store and we will give you your
choice of any layer cake in the house.

Don’t say *“ No' until you have tried it. Over
100 cakes given away during June at

Vesper’s Bakery,

113 East Sixth Street.

s

- - 44

PING-PONG TABLES

—— MADE BY —

J. Thomas & Son’s
Planing Mill,

North Topeka, Kansas.
Telephone 422-3.

+*44
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Arthur Massey

PRACTICAL

HORSESHOER.

116 West Fifth Street.
Telephone 488 — 2 Rings.

B&™ Eorses called for and delivered to
any part of the city."

MR. BOWSER'S APPETITE.

It Longs For the Head Cheese of
Other Days.

{Copyright, 1902, by C. B. Lewis))

When Mr. Bowser sat down to din-
ner the other evening, he looked about
him in a dissatisfied way, and to Mrs.
Bowser's inguiries as to what was the
matter he replied:

“The fact i= I have no appetite and
don’t care whether I eat or not.”™

“But your appetite has been all right
up to just now. Have you been drink-
ing a large quantity of buttermilk this
afternoon?®”’

“What have I got to do with butter-
milk ¥' he demanded in loud tones. “Do
you imagine I goaround guzzling down
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“WHAT HAVE I GOT TO DO WITH
BUTTERMILE?"

stuff Iike a hoz? I tell you my appe-
tite Is off and wants to be cosxed back.
The eternal sameness of your dinners
tires me.”™

“] will have pork &and beans tomor-
row.”

“Then you'll eat ’em all yourself.
You don't seem to understand that I'm
no lumberman or day laborer.”

“If your appetite craves any particn-
lar thing, why don't you tell me sand
let me get it?" asked Mrs. Bowser.

“Well, I want some head cheese. It's
just possible that you may have heard
of such a dish some time in your life.”

“Yes, I have. OQur mothers used to
make it

“Yes, our dear old mothers used te
make it,” sighed Mr. Bowser, “and if
1 had n pound or two tonight it would
sharpen my appetite up like a razor.
Oh, for the [ittle delicaclies of bygone
days!”

“You mean the grease of bygone
dnys‘, There s nothing more greasy
and hearty than head cheesze.”

“I mean what I mean. Head cheese
Is a delicacy. You'd deny it on general
prineiples, of course, but if you had a
proper interest in your table you'd see
that such tidbits were placed before
me."”

Mrs. Bowser said no more, but she
determined to set out pext morning
und find head cheese if any butcher
mude it, and she'd have at least seven
dishes of it on the table for dimmer.
After dinner Mr. Bowser sat down to
smwoke and read, but at the end of five
minutes got up to walk aroond aud
exclaim:

outn!headcmudhemd.

home to say to Mrs. Bowser:

“They can all go to thunder, and T'H
sell this house and move out of the
nelghborhood the first chance I get!
The fdea that there is no head cheese
to be found within & mile of us! It's
a Jay town, that's what.”

“I'll leave an order with some butch-
er tomorrow,” said Mrs. Bowser. “I
have no doubt he’ll make up a small
quantity to order.”

“But I want it tonight and can't
sleep without it. If you were & true
wife, you'd have my Iinteresits al
heart.”

“Could I tell that you would sudden-
1¥ crave for head cheese?®”

“Certainly you could, but you were
looking out for yourself. How is the
stuff made "

“I don't believe I know."™

“And why not? It is your business
to know. Suppose I said [ dido’t know
how to saw & hoard in two?"

“]—1 think there's pork and grease
in it," she faltered.

“And you may think there's far and
gravel in it mlso. By John, but the
woman of today bas about as much
idea of houszekeeping as a cat has of
playing the plane! It is costing me
millions of dollars a year to run this
house, and yet if 1 want a pound of
head cheese I ean't get it!"”

Mrs. Bowser felt helpless in the mat-
ter and therefore wanted to drop the
subjeet, but after walking about for a
few minutes and glaring at the cat In
a way to make the poor feline shiver
Mr. Bowszer suddenly declared:

“I belleve I can make the stuff my-
self.”

“1 don't see how you can.”

“Na, of course not. But I do, and.
I'm golng down to the kitchen. Should
you want to go to bed before I get
through don't wait for me.”

He went down to the kitchen and
the icebox, and in the latter he found
some cold - beefsteak, cold potatoes,
eges, celery, Tadishes, bananas snd
cheese. For a minute he stood and let
hig mind wander back to bygone days,
but be couldn't remember how his
mother made the dish he craved for.
He bhad a dim recollection that she
mixed things up and used a bowl and
= chopping knife, and that was what
he proceeded to do. If he used beef.
there wouid be no grease, and if he
threw in the rest of the ingredients he
would have a salad out of it anyhow.
As he chopped away at the beef he
added the other things one at a time,
and in the course of half an hour he
scraped all Into a dish, poured on olive
oil and vinegar and peppered and salt-
ed it to bis taste.

“By John, but I've struck if!" he
softly exclaimed as he carried the first
spoonful to his mouth. *“This is the
stuff to sharpen the appetite and make
2 man feel as if he conld eat nails. It's
head cheese and way bevond, and 1 be-
Heve if I was to put it up in paper
boxes it would sell like hot cakes."”

Mr. Bowser ate heartily. Whenever
his appetite hesitated, he added a little
more vinegar and set the wheels going
again. Toward the last he found a Ber-
muda onion and a part of a pineapple
and added thewm to the contents, and
he enthusiastically decided that they
increased the “twang.” When he could
hold no more, he went up to the sitting
room. Mrs. Bowser had gone up stairs,
and he sat down to finish his smoke
and newspaper. All went well for a
quarter of an hour, and a cricket wna
singing om the hearth and the eat rub-
bing against His legs when a sudden
pain seized him. [t lasted only two or
three seconds, but by the time he had
sunk baek in his chair it came again,
and this time it lifted him to his feet.

“By George, but I'm dying for a

The cat looked up at him in wonder,

“WOMAN, TELEPHONE

taste of head cheese! 1 wonder if it
can be had in the butcher shops.”

“I think I've seen it at the butcher's,
but it was in the winter,” replied Mrs.
Bowser. “Such heavy stuff as that
cannot be the thing to eat at this sea-
son of the year.”

“Season be hanged! There's no more
season for head cheese than for straw-
berry jam. I'm going out to look for
some.”

Mr. Bowser wepnt to the mnearest
butcher's and asked for head cheese,
and after a look at him the butcher
replied;

“I quit making it twe months ago.
It’s too late in the season.™

“How too late?”

“Too hearty and greasy, you know,
tw ﬁp?i_ﬂg."

“That’s all bosh. When I was a boy.
we psed to have it the year round.”

“And maybe yon had boils and pim-
ples the year round. You might try
fat pork.”

Mr. Bowser glared at him and felt
his gorge rise, but managed to hang
ofi to himself and back out. He called

at two more shops, but they were also

FOR THE DOCTOR!™

and he had doubts whether it was the
toothache or a new corn. Not for long.
bowever. The next pain humped him
up and twisted him around and lfted
his heels, and he yelled for Mrs. Bow-
ser and fell opon the lounge,

“Well?" she asked as she came down
stairs,

“I—I'"ve got awful pains!™ he gasped.

“What did you eat?”

“M-most everything. It must be a
case of bilious colic. Lord, but how I
suffer! Bay, I'm a dead man!”

“I mever heard of head cheese killing
anybody.”

“But it's killing me! Ouch! Woofl
Woman, telephone for the doctor or 1
won't live an hour! By gum! By thun-
der! By John!™

Half an hour later the doctor arrived,
and he worked over the patient for a
long hour before he was rezdy to go.
He had his hat on when Mr. Bowser
piteously asked:

“D-doctor, will I IHive?

“Ob, yes,” was the cheerfol reply.
“Yes; an ass always lives to be sixty
years old. no matter what he eats, and

An Hour Too Late.

[From the Free Lance.]
The Man of Science walked up the
street with a dazed lpok in his face.
Some one had been talking to bim—
some on who wasan't a man of sclence
but a Woman of the World, which |s
quite another thing. She had talked in
the rapld, bewlldering way that her
kind affects. At first the Man of Scl.
ence hadn't attended much, being desp
at the time In the mental speculation

given ground in s given temperaturs.
But eventually he did listen, because it
was borne upon him that this creature,
who didn’t know the difference between
Schizomycetes and Schizophyta, was
actually presuming to lecture him!

“Look here, doctor, it's all very well
You may know aill that's worth know-
ing about hearts brains and all that
sort of thing, but far as human na-
ture goes you're a fool. There's that
pretty lttle wife of yours, for instance,
eating out her heart and straining her
sensitive brain for a bit of human com-
panionship, a scrap of human love,
while you go about looking at your
fellow men—yes, at her, too, I dare say
—merely as probable subjecis for your
nasty experiments.”

Those were her actual words, and
before the doctor had sufficlently re-
covercd from his Indignation to speak
she had whisked away, with a flushed
face, a panting chest and an irritating
“frou-frou” of silken skirts. Yes, but
her last remark—the remark thrown at
him over her shoulder as she disappear-
ed:

““You deserve to lose her, and I hope
you will,

The Man of Sclence gazed after her
for full 10 minutes. "“You deserve to
lose her; and 1 hope you will"” The
doctor trembled; then he clenched his
nands and unclenched them again.
Whiat did she mean? Lose her, indeed!
Hosie was in perfect health. Why, he
had registered her pulse only veslerday
to usé it as an example in the book
be was writing and to compare it with
otker and less steady pulses. Did she
mean to Insinuate that he wasn't at-
tentive encugh? Rosfe had never com-
plained, and surely women always did
comnplain when they were miserable,
He made an effort to throw off the
vague alarm which possessed him and
to go back comfortably to the baciliu
But he couldn't, for, once in a way.
they got on his nerves.

To calm himself he stopped a boy
and bought & copy of a daily pape:,
boping to find In it the finish of a
scientific discussion. He made an effort
to read it as he walked. Generally he
read better so than at other times, but
now he found himself staring at the
date on the first page over and over
again, June the 10th. There was some-
thing In his mind that he associated
with June the 10th. Was it on that day
that he had made his famous dis-
ecovery? No, of course not! It was the
day on which he had married Rosie—
Roele all pink and white and trusting—
Rosle fresh from her country home—
Hosie as frolicsome and beguiling as a
young kitten. For the first few months
it was almost delightful to have his
preciovs books thrown across the room
into a far corner, and to find Rosie
perching on his knee instead. But saf-
torward—well, perhaps afterward he
had been a little precccupled. Fame
was very absorbing. Had there been
room for fame and Rosle in his life of
late?

A sudden tendernessoverwhelmed him.
Little things that he had forgotten surg-
ed Into his memory. He saw himself
sick, well nigh unto death, and he saw
the strained, anxious look In Rosie's
child-eyes. He remembered that, in
splte of the best nurses to be procured
for money, she herself had never lefi
him day or nizht. He recalled, with a
pang, their early married life—how she
would git up with him in his study—not
the luxurious sanctum it was now, but
a tiny, shabby rcom—till the gray dawn
erept through the blinds, and made her
look gray too, while he worked on, un-
beeding time or companionship.

The better the day, the better the
deed. June ith—his wedding day—his
and Rosie’s. Lot sclence take care of
itself for awhile. The woman was right:
now, at once, he would make amends to
Raosia,

His usually brisk footsteps had
brought him to the coarner of Bond
street, opposite a big shop where gems
of all Kinds dazzled the gaze, He hesl-
tated, straightened his round shoulders
and pushed open the glass door.

“A diamond bracelet, please; the bhest
syou have ™

In ten minutes more the Sclentific
Man had completed his unscientific pur-
chage, and was tramping oul of the
£hop, with a smart velvet case in his
pocket, and a pleasurable warm glow of
excitement about him that transformed
his thin face and made it buman.

- - - - - -

Half an hour later he thrust asids the
astonished butler and hurried up the
#slairs of his own bouse to his wifa's
boudeir. He felt a boy again—and a
reckless, happy boy, too! He hoped she
would be out, and she was; so he ox-
tracted the vel\et case and arranged
It on a small window table, placing it
‘where the sun’s rays caught i!.s content=
best. Then he stood back, almost
trembling to admire it

“"Prof. Steinway to see you, sir,” sald
the butler at the door.

**Tell him,” =aid the Man of Sclence,
without turning round, “tell him that
I'm engaged."”

His eye hoved round the room. He
felt wanton now that he had let him-
self go, and coveted fresh worlds to
conquer; in other words, fresh surprises
that should greet Rosle on her return.

Flowers! Happy Idea! Women al-
ways liked flowers. He was rushing
oul In quest of some when a small nink
envelope, lylfig on another table near
the door, caught his= eyve—an envelope
with his own name Inecribed in Rosie's
rounded writing. He picked it up quick-
Iy, and, with a strange feeling In his
throat as of sndden suffocation, he tors
import. Then he read it again slowly.
twice, thrice, then he put it down, still
slowly, and glanced at the clock. Tt was
exactly four, and on the first nage of
the letter in the corner Roale had writ-
tem “2 p. m.™ A curfous pallor spread
it open. At first he didn’t gather its
over his face. He took the bracelet from
its case, andy dashing it on the floor, he
ground it undsr his heel again nnd
ag:nin till it was a worthless, shaoeless

'rhen he went downsatairs to his study,
locked himself In, and read on and on
page after page, until far into the next
mrn.ing.

- - - - -

And no one ever suspected: one
ever knew. They thought s,tterwa.rd
that he qui found the bl"lt:ﬂ&t and had
‘vented l.'m-y on it because it was
the prlce of b 2 e *

-

“Well,” said tbe Woman of the World.

as she stirred her tza thoughtfuily three
days later, “I did warn him—I shall al-

ways pride mys=elf on that. But, of
course, he didn't believe me, and equal-

doean't nue. I always

horrid mechanical

I believe you are only fifty!®

as to the effects of certain bacilli on &

Recommended and used by the
U. S. Government.

KNOWN THE WORLD OVER.

Come and see us. We carry other
lines of up-to-date work.

Seery & Morton

one of those fortunate and up-to-date peo=
ple who cook by gas? If not, see THE GAS
COMPANY.  We sell the best ranges at cost.

All connections made free.

We have a
largs line, run-
ning in price
from office,
$10.00 Y | Fifth
- oo B Streét
$18.00 B e O i
which we will
sell on Kansas

Easy Terms

We invite you
to caull and see
them at our

THE GAS COMPANY

TOPEKA, KANSAS.

FOURTH
AND
KANSAS
AVE.

MORROW & 0’. Owners and Proprietors.

At the Junction of Street Railway Leading to All Depots,
Largeut and Best Hotel in the State.

c

RANK BLANCH

General Contractor
and Builder.

et

Estimates furnished on application.

All kinds of Carpenter Work promptly at-
tended to.
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OFFICE AND CHOP: 210 W. 7tll Street,
Telephone 740. Topeka, Kansas.
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WE cnn ‘AVE You ﬂ&l‘!? on w Pm.ﬂi
CALL U8 UF. TELEPSONE Ne. 00.

W. W. GAVITT PRINTING &mu..
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